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The Trsged'se 

H.tft, So pr.lper I, a; I Iweare perfect loue. ' ; 

£t. An d I as I loue Hajfovgfwiiih ir.y heart. 

Ktn. Madi?am,y our (life knot exempt in this. 

Nor your fonne Dorfet, Buckingham, nor you , 

You haueb> nefadiiousoncagainft the other." 

Wife, lone Lord Ha flings, let him kifle your hand. 

And what you doe, do it vnfaincdly. 

Qu. Hcere Hafltngs, I will neucr more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue I and mine. 

Dor. Thusenterehangeofloue,I here proteft, 

Vpon ray par t (ball, be vnuiolable. 

Ha. And fo i fiweare my Lord. 

JO*.Now princely Buckingham foalevp this league, 
With thy cmbracementtomy wiues allies. 

And makemehapy in his vnity. 

Buc. When euer Buckingham doth turnc his bate 
On you 3 or yours, but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punilh mee 
With liate, in thofc where I expert moft loue. 

When I haue moft neede to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a friend, 
Deepe,hollow,trecherous,and full of guile 
Be he vnto me : This doe I begge of God, 

When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleafing cordial] princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart .* 

There wanteth now our brother Glccefler her#, 
to make the porfe$ period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefler . 

Buc. And in good time heere comes the noble Duke, 

Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queent, 
And princely peares, a happy time of day. 

Kin. Happy indeede as-wce haue Ipent the day, 

Brother wee haue done deeds of charity : 

Madepeace of enmity, faire loue of hate, 

Bctweene thefe fwclliog wrong inlccnled peeres. 

Glo. A blefled labour moft foueraigne liege, 

^tfmongft this princely heaps, if any here 

By falfe iateligence , or wrong furnailc, • ^ 




^Richard the Third. 

Hold me a foe/ifl vnwittingly orin my rage, 

Haue thought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to mcc to be at emnity. 

I hate it and defire all good mens loue. 

Firfi Maddam I intreat peace of you, 

Which I purchace with my dutious feruice. 

Of you my noble cou fen 'Buckingham, 

Ifcucr any grudge wete lod’gd betweene vs, 

Ofyou my Lord Riuers, and Lord Gray of y9U } 

That a’l without deferc haue fround on me, 

D ukes, Earlcs,Lords,Genti!emen, indeed ©fall .* 

Ido not know that Englilhman aliue. 

With whomc my foulc is any iotte at oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my God for my humility, 

Qu. A holy day fhall this be kept heercaftet-j 
I would to God all ftrife were well compounded, 

My foueraigne Icige I do befeech your maiefty 
To take our brother Florence, to your grace. 

Glo. Why Maddam, haue I offered loue for this. 

To be thus fcornd in this royall prefence ? 

Who kno wes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him injury tolcorne his coat ft. (he is? 

%i . Who knowes not he is dead, who knowet 
Qu. AW feeing hearten, what a world is this? 

Buc. Looke I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 

T>or. I my good Lord and noone in this prefence 
But his redcolourhath fotfookc his cheekes. 

Kin . Is Clarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glo. But He poore foule byourfirft order dide. 

And that a winged Mercury did bcare, 

Some sard y criplc bore the couutermaund. 

That came too laggeto fee him buried •• 

God grattnt that fomc Iefle noble and leffe loyal), 

Neerer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Delerucnot worfethen wretched Clarities did, 

-dad yet goe currant from fufpition. Enter T) arhy. 
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